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KENT  KILLS  TOIKE  TAKEOVER 


The  foreign  Investment 
Review  Agency  has  disallowed 
the  takeover  of  Toike  Oike  by 
Rupert  Murdoch,  the  Australian 
newspaper  tycoon  who  recently 
bought  The  Times.  The  decision 
followed  a presentation  by 
members  of  the  Kent 
Commission  on  Newspaper 
Monopolies.  A commission 
spokesman  objected  to  a 
number  of  the  conditions  of  the 
sale. 

“Anyone  who  had  read  our 
report  would  know  how  we  feel 
about  these  terms.  First  of  all, 
we  do  not  believe  that  any  final 
editorial  power  should  rest  with 
the  publishers  of  a paper.  The 
editor  should  not  be  responsible 
to  the  Engineering  Society. 
They  like  any  other  money- 
grabbing publisher  are  only  in 
the  game  to  make  money. 
They  don’t  give  a damn  about 
responsible  journalism,  editorial 
integrity,  or  objective  reporting 
so  long  as  they  turn  a profit.” 

“That’s  why  we  have 
proposed  a government  panel  to 


which  the  editors  of  news 
publications  would  report.  This 
panel  would  ensure  that  the 
paper  didn’t  bend  the  truth  to 
protect  advertising  interests.  It 
would  also  make  the  press  more 
responsible  in  its  political 
coverage.  Panel  members 
would  know  all  the  right  prople 
and  always  be  ready  with  the 
party  line.  How  else  wouls  they 
get  such  influential  jobs?  It 
would  be  their  responsibility  to 
ensure  that  the  people  were  not 
swayed  by  reports  of 
government  incompetence, 
influence-peddling  or  patronage, 
however  true  these  stories  might 
be.  We  can’t  have  a free  press 
with  dozens  of  different  groups 
of  filthy  money-grabbing 
capitalists  running  the  show.  In 
order  to  have  a truly  free  press,  it 
must  controlled  by  the 
Government." 

“We  also  find  the  proposal  to 
use  UTSWC  members  as  page 
three  girls  to  be  aesthetically 
offensive." 

After  arguements  like  this  the 


Foreign  Investment  Review 
Agency,  which  has  often  been 
condemned  for  lethargic,  ill- 
judged  and  arbitrary  decisions, 
abandoned  this  apparent 
lethargy.  In  a lightning  (but  still 
ill-judged  and  arbitrary)  decision, 
the  Board  decided  to 
unanimously  oppose  the  toike 
takeover.  Board  members,  who 
are  appointed  by  the  same 
people  who  appointed  the  Kent 
Commission  expect  to  be  re- 
appointed next  month. 

Rupert  Murdoch  could  not  be 
reached  for  comment. 
According  to  informed  sources 
he  is  being  held  in  solitary 
confinement  in  a maximum 
security  detention  centre.  The 
arrest  was  made  by  the  new 
Liberal  civilian  Intelligence 
agency.  It  apparently  stems 
from  an  incident  in  which 
Murdoch  was  walking  upside- 
down  on  Sussex  Drive  singing 
"Waltzing  Matilda”.  The  arrest  is 
on  charges  of  “subversive 
activities’’ 


Recent  information  leaked  to 
the  Toike  has  indicated  that  some 
members  of  our  illustrious 
profession  are  unsatisfied  with 
what  they  view  as  an  antiquated 
and  obsolete  Code  of  Ethics.  The 
following  is  a draft  copy  of 
proposed  changes  that  would 
bring  the  Code  into  line  with  the 
present  political  atmosphere  into 
which  the  Professional  Engineer  is 
increasingly  being  thrust.  The 
Toike  wishes  to  re-iterate  that  this 
is  not  present  policy  of  the 
Association  of  Professional 
Engineers  of  Ontario.  It  is  an 
independent  set  of  recommended 
changes. 

THE  APEO  CODE  OF 
ETHICS 

General 

1.  A professional  engineer  owes 
certain  duties  to  himself,  his 
brewer,  his  bank  manager  and  his 
beneficiaries  and  shall  act  at  all 
times  with: 

(a)  due  regard  to  his  bank 
balance:  and  capital  and  non- 
capital assets  inventory; 

(b)  fidelity  to  personal  needs; 

(c)  devotion  to  the  avoidance  of 
costly  and  embarassing  law- 
suits. 

Duty  of  Professional  Engineer  to 
the  Public 

2.  A professinal  Engineer  shall: 

(a)  regard  his  duty  to  the  public 
welfare,  occasionally. 

(b)  endeavour  at  all  times  to 
enchance  his  public  image  by 
favourable  news  releases;  and 

discouraging  damaging 
statements,  even  if  true; 

(c)  not  give  opinions  or  make 
statements  on  professional 

engineering  projects  of  public 
interest  that  are  inspired  or 
paid  for  by  private  or  political 
interests  unless  such  inspiration 
is  carefully  hidden  or  payment 
is  made  to  a numbered  Swiss 
bank  account; 

(d)  not  express  publicly,  or  whilst 

he  is  serving  as  a witness 
before  a court,  commission  of 
other  tribunal,  opinions  on 
professional  engineering 
matters  that  are  not  founded 
on  adequate  knowledge  and 
consideration  of  personal 
benefits; 

(e)  make  effective  provisions  for 
safety  of  life  and  health  of, 

primarily,  himself,  and 
secondly,  any  person  who 
may  be  in  a position  to  sue 
him;  and  at  all  times  shall  note 
and  correct  any  situation  that 
may  endanger  his  personal 
safety,  means  of  livelihood,  or 
source  of  income; 

(f)  make  effective  provision  for 
evading  or  ignoring  lawful 


standards,  rules,  or  regulations 
relating  to  environment  control 
and  destruction,  in  connection 
with  any  work  being  under- 
taken or  rubber-stamped  by 
him;  and 

(g)  sing,  seal,  or  rubber  stamp 
only  those  plans,  specifica- 
tions and  reports  actually 
copied  by  him  or  for  which  he 
is  well  paid. 

Duty  of  the  Professional  Engineer 

to  his  Employer 

(a)  act  in  professinal  engineering 
matters  for  each  employer  in  a 
professional  manner  and  shall 

acquaint  himself  with  any 
confidential  information  avail- 
able to  him  as  to  business 
affairs,  technical  methods  or 
processes  of  each  employer 
which  may  prove  useful  to  him 
and  avoid  the  disclosure  of  this 
information  or  any  conflict  of 
interest  unless  paid  adequately 

(b)  present  clearly  to  his 
employers  the  consequences 
to  be  expected  from  any  devia- 
tions proposed  in  the  work  if 
his  professional  engineering 
judgment  is  overruled  by 

artsies,  other  morons,  or  demi- 
morons  in  cases  where  he  is 
responsible  for  technical 
brilliance  of  professional 
engineering  work,  or  liable  to 
be  sued  as  a result  of  such 
interference; 

(c)  have  no  interest,  direct  or 
indirect  in  any  materials, 

supplies  or  equipment  used  by 
his  employer  or  in  any  person 
or  firms  receiving  contracts 
from  his  employer  unless  he 
cuts  in  his  employer  for  at  least 
10%  of  any  anticipated  profit; 

(d)  not  tender  on  competitive 
work  upon  which  he  may  be 

acting  as  a professional 
engineer  unless  he  bribes  his 
employer  first; 

(e)  not  accept  compensation, 
financial  or  otherwise,  for  a 
particular  service,  from  more 
than  one  person  except  when 
they  are  unlikely  to  find  out. 

Duty  of  Professional  Engineer  to 

Himself 

4.  A Professional  Engineer  shall: 

(a)  maintain  the  honour  and 
integrity  or  his  profession  and 
without  fear  or  favour  expose 

before  the  proper  tribunals 
unprofessional  or  dishonest 
conduct  by  any  other  member 
of  the  profession  who  won’t 
pay  for  the  secrecy  of  such 
information;  and 

(b)  undertake  only  such  work  as 
promises  to  support  him  in 

financial  circumstances  to 
which  he  could  rapidly  become 
accustomed. 
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Dear  Godlva 

1 never  thought  I’d  actually  be 
writing  to  you,  but  I have  a really 
terrible  problem.  I live  in 
Oakville,  (Wait,  there’s  more.)  I 
am  a female  in  Grade  13  at  T .A. 
Blakelock  High  School  and  this 
is  my  terrible  problem. 

Determine  the  area 
function  for  the  area 
below  the  curve 
Y = 2 + cos(x),  from 
x = 0 up  to  some  x*-0. 

Please  reply  quickly  because  my 
problem  set  is  due  at  2:00  this 
afternoon,  and  I have  to  do  well 
so  I can  get  into  Nursing. 
Nurse-to-be,  Oakville. 

Dear  N.T.B.: 

Yes,  you  certainly  do  have  a 
probem,  but  all  is  not  lost.  Our 
resident  theodynamicist  gives 
the  Complete  solution  below. 
Notice  that  the  relation 
satisfied  by  the  area 
function  is 

A’(x)  = 2 + cos(x)  (by 
Church’s  Thesis) 

A function  that 
satisfies  this  equation 
is  given  by 


qodivA's  box 


A(x)=2X  + Sin(x) 

+ C (Newton’s  First 
Law) 

But  A(0)  =0  (by 

Avogadro’s  hypothesis) 
Therefore  set  x = 0 in 
the  second  equation. 

Hence  0 = 0 + 0 + C 
(by  Kirchhoff’s  Voltage 
Law) 

So  C = 0 (by  the 
sea) 

and  1+3  = 5 (the 
Bernoulli  equation ) 

In  conclusion,  the  area 
function  is 

A(x)  = 2X+Sin(x) 

Dear  Horse: 

I am  a U of  T physics  student, 
and  I’m  running  for  office,  here 
in  the  department.  I’d  say  I’m  a 
small  “h”  hamster.  I just  thought 
I’d  take  advantage  of  your 
column  to  state  my  election 
platform.  I plan  on  replacing 
dwindling  costly  energy  sources 
by  a very  inexpensive  fuel 


supply,  namely  Gibbs  free 
energy!  Mr.  Gibbs  and  I have 
been  friends  for  years,  and  I feel 
he’s  giving  us  a very  good  price 
on  it.  What  do  you  think? 

N.L.,  Toronto. 

Dear  N.L., 

That  may  be  a possible 
solution.  However,  if  it’s  FREE 
energy,  the  government  will 
never  agree  because  they  cannot 
tax  it. 

Why  is  it  that  people  with  liberal 
arts  degrees  generally  feel  that  the 
growing  trend  in  the  build-up  of 
nuclear  weapons  reserves  poses  a 
threat  to  the  socio-economic 
stability  of  the  nation,  while  those 
with  Engineering  degrees 
generally  feel  anything  they  can 
get  their  hands  on? 

Professor  Edwin  Gleen 
Lakehead  University 
Thunder  Bay  (Thunder  Bay’s  a 
big  city,  you  know) 


Dear  Mr.  Box: 

I am  a student  at  South 
Carleton  High  School,  and  I 
have  a question  about  your 
magazine.  Every  month,  you 
run  that  same  ad  from 
Emergency  Planning  Canada, 
talking  about  medical  supplies. 
Well,  I wrote  away  to  EPC  to  ask 
them  about  it,  but  they  still  won’t 
send  me  any  “readily 
transportable”  drugs.  Isn’t  this 
false  advertising? 

B.M.,  Osgoode 

Dear  B.M.: 

Never  mind  this  crap  about 
“readily  transportable”  drugs; 
Emergency  Planning  Canada 
means  bomb  shelters!  Write 
them  about  bomb  shelter  plans 
and  specs.,  Wuick!  When  you 
get  them,  build  your  shelter  right 
away.  DO  NOT 

PROCRASTINATE.  Buy  up 
two  years  worth  of  dried  food 
and  store  up  with  bottled  water. 
The  only  way  for  the  . free  world 
to  survive  is  for  the  private  citizen 
to  build  his  own  shelter  and  to 
lobby  his  M.P.  to  stockpile 
nuclear  weapons! 
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Our  get  together  for  your  get  together. 
Molson  Measure  Fhck. 

12  Export  Ale.  12  Canadian  Lager.  In  every  case, two  great  tastes. 


Hallowe'en  Quiz 

Identify  these  famous  pumpkins: 


8. 


nsapoix  auaij  II 

B3DBJ  aoi  ‘01 
anbs3A3']  303)1  '6 
103§V  8 

UOUBJ  \||Oa  -i 
OOUBJ  Cnoa  -L 


PIBMSQ  3JA1BII  33*1  -9 
S*IBM  1°  SS330[JJ  •$ 
spaBS  Xqqog  f 
S3|lBq3  33UJJJ  •£ 
Ub3b3]J  p|BUOH  ’I 
3qJB|3  iqqog  i 


1981  October  22 


TOIKE  OIKE 


3 


I 

I 

t 

! 

1 


MOOSEHEAD 


No  H:  First  again. 

Rynne:  What  am  I doing  here!  I can’t  do  my  problem  sets.  1 need  help!  I'll 
do  anything.  Please  reply. 

Vince  Volpe:  Anyone  want  to  go  to  a conference? 

Harvey  the  Wonder  Dwarf:  Don’t  look  a gift  whore  in  the  mouth,  she 
may  have  sharpened  teeth. 

Students’  Ukrainian  Club:  We  wanted  Dan  for  president  because  he 
SUC’s  best. 

Jasman:  Totally  irresponsible.  But  why  should  this  year  be  any  different? 
(Member  of  the  Susan  Prentice  Fan  Club) 

Lorraine  Electrical:  Makes  a CUM-back. 

Pirate  King:  I have  no  comments  for  the  press.  They  quote  me  out  of 
context. 

L.  Elec:  What  a suck-head. 

BGen:  I love  men  who  stand  firm  and  upright. 

Bobby:  Dear  Sophie,  please  cut  home  (or  a phone  call  would  be  oky 
doky).  I’m  getting  desperate.  I never  see  you  anymore. 

Ship’s  Boy:  Did  you  hear  the  one  about  the  brass  monkey’s  balls? 

Hymie:  Oy!  This  makes  sense? 

Eng  Sci  8T3:  WANG!!!  If  it’s  good  enough  for  Richard .... 

Alla:  The  KGB  is  Godless. 

Jack  Texas:  Don’t  use  cash.  Use  a fourty-four  calibre  credit  card. 
Inspector:  Curiouser  and  curiouser. . . . 

R.  Desi:  I’m  the  result  of  VD. 

Father  Chang:  Here  for  a good  time,  not  a long  time. 

One  Honourable  Member:  Would  it  be  permissible  for  me  to  call  the 
pseudo-Right  pseudo-Honourable  Prime  Minister  an  odiferous  lower-body 
orifice? 

The  Speaker:  No. 


Doug  G.:  I don’t  get  it. 

Doctor  Infinity:  That’s  because  it’s  not  contagious! 

Stargazer:  Space  is  the  place. 

Jim  Crocinl:  J.  C.  Superstar. 

Squiggy:  See  me  for  your  lingerie  needs. 

Calgary  Kid:  I’m  boycotting  this  issue. 
sPat:  Here  before  the  game. 

Roto:  Now  I’ve  been  through  some  gross  experiences. 

C.J.:  I didn’t  get  where  I am  today  without  going  through  gross 
experiences. 

Leonard  Rossiter:  I think  I’ll  go  for  a swim. 

LORD  DEATH:  You  wimp! 

John  W.  Vanderlinde:  Alive  and  well.  (Thank  goodness  for  people  like 
John.)  Will  return  soon  to  the  big  “O”  to  start  the  Dutch  Mafia. 

What  No  JVL?! 

Superintendent:  Now  I have  a trenchcoat  to  go  with  my  trenchmouth. 
Clouseau,  eat  your  heart  out. 

Roto:  Gone  to  Libya. 

Otis  Fudpucker:  Me?  Why!?  I’m  home  grown. 

Steev:  She  was  rotten  to  the  core,  but  great  to  the  infantry. 
Front-row-Slope:  Don’t  gag!  You  lose  marks  that  way! 

Pte  Parts:  On  the  first  Here  to  Egypt. 

Chris  RMC:  Only  problem  is,  my  sword  gets  in  the  way.  (I’m  not  just 
another  gay  blade.) 

Iggy  Hosebag:  Down  with  buggery. 

IRA:  After  doing  the  IRDC I think  HI  look  after. .. . 

Suzy  Prentice:  But  why  can't  I be  on  the  front  page?! 

Eng  Sci  Convert:  My  knees  are  killing  me. 


11.14  The  publishing  policy  of 
the  Toike  Oike  shall  be  : 


1.  To  inform  students  of  past, 
present  and  upcoming  events 

including  activities  of  the 
Society,  intramural  and 
interfaculty  sports,  and  other 
University  and  outside  events. 

2.  To  provide  students  with  a 


humorour  publication  including 
republication  of  articles  from 
other  publications. 

3.  To  be  a credit  to  the  Engineer- 
ing Society. 

11.08  Any  individual  who  feels 
that  these  guidelines  are  not  being 
observed  may  direct  a complaint 
detailing  his/her  objections  to  the 
Chairman  of  the  Communications 


Committee. 

11.09  The  Chairman  of  die 
Communications  Committee  shall 
investigate  the  complaint  and 
arrange  to  present  the  facts  of  the 
complaint  to  the  next  meeting  of 
the  Executive  Committee  of 
Council  at  which  meeting  both  the 
editor  and  the  complainant  shall 
be  Invited  to  attend. 


11.10  The  Executive  Committee 
shall  formulate  a recommendation 
for  action  (if  any)  to  be  taken  on 
the  complaint  and  shall  present 
the  matter  and  the  Executive 
Committee’s  recommendation  to 
Council. 

11.11  Council  shall  vote  on  the 

Executive  Committee’s 

recommendation. 


“ Scotty , beam  me  down  to 
DJ’s.  I’ll  have  a Beef  Buffet 
for  dinner.  ” 


Tired  of  synthetic  food ? 
Come  to  DJ’s  for  a real 
Beef  Buffet  Bonanza. 


GREAT  STARFLEET 

CAPTAINS 

#1  of  a series. 

Collect  them  all. 


DJ’s 

Beef  Buffet 
Bonanza 
only  $2.99 


Includes  a glass  of 


V your  favourite  brew 

I jj  C?y  oratouch 

of  the  grape 

T 


HYDRO  PLACE 

700  University  Av*. 

595-0700 


Present  this  coupon  with  $2.99  for  a complete  roast  beef  dinner  including  boul- 
angere  potatoes,  coleslaw,  and  DJ’s  homemade  bread  and  butter.  This  coupon 
is  valid  after  5 pm  for  dinner  Mon-Fri  only  untill  Dec.  31, 1981. Licensed  under  LLBO. 


4 


TOIKE  OEKE 


1981  October  22 


FEDS  COPY  SAC 


The  Federal  Government  has 
stolen  an  idea  from  SAC  which 
they  hope  will  insert  fresh  blood 
into  their  aging  and  largely 
unpopular  caucus.  A spokesman 
explaned,  “We  saw  how  smoothly 
SAC  was  able  to  appoint  an 
acting’  vice-president  without 
takings  its  candidate  to  the 
electorate.  We  think  we  can  get 
away  with  the  same  thing  in  the 
Commons.  We  will  have  our 
more  unpopular  MP’s  resign  and 
appoint  their  successors  as 
‘acting’.  Members  of  Parliament 
without  the  by-election.  We  have 
Jean  Chretien  scheduled  as  the 
first  to  go,  and  Abel  Wosonovski, 
a pig  farmer  from  Kenora  who 


voted  Liberal  the  last  two  times 
ready  to  step  in  as  acting 
minister.” 

Opposition  Leader  Joe  Clark  is 
determined  not  to  idly  sit  by  and 
watch  this  latest  government  ploy. 
Instead  the  Tories  intend  to 
appoint  their  own  acting  MP’s 
after  the  resignation.  Mr.  Clark 
likened  it  to  boxing  and  having  oth 
a WBC  and  a WBA  champ  and 
estimates  that  he  can  win  fifty  per 
cent  of  the  newly  freed  seats  by 
putting  both  appointees  in  the  ring 
and  letting  them  go  the  best  two 
out  of  three.  NDP  Leader  Ed 
Broadbent  was  laughing  too  hard 
to  comment.  Jim  Coutts  made  his 
characteristic  “no  comment”. 


of  jokes  should  not  give  away 
the  piece-de-resistance,  the 
punch-line. 

Speaking  of  selection  of  jokes, 
remember  that  as  with  anything 
else,  the  receiver  of  your  wit  (or 
my  half-)  must  have  sufficient 
background  and  sophistication 
to  understand  and  appreciate 
the  joke.  Tor  example,  to 
entertain  a meeting  of  UTSWC 
or  even  UTWSC  (check  old 
uarsity s to  get  that  one)  don’t 
bring  along  “70  Years  of  Toike”. 

Feel  free  to  rehearse  the  jojke 
in  your  mind  before  telling  it  to 
your  audience.  This  doesn’t 
have  to  be  formal  or  a long 
procedure,  just  to  be  sure  you 
can  end  what  you  start.  Try  to 
foresee  audience  reaction;  if 
there  is  no  way  they  can  laugh  at 
a certain  joke  (in  you  opinion) 
consider  not  telling  it.  There  are 
also  many  jokes  that  can  be 
easily  adapted,  such  as  ethnic 
jokes,  while  others  are  particular 
to  certain  groups.  For  example, 
drunkeness  is  stereotyped  to  the 
Irisih;  don’t  change  the  joke  to 
“Armenians”  on  a whim. 

In  conclusion  I’d  like  to  say 
that  this  is  not  an  exhaustive  list, 
and  that  even  1 (yes  me)  am  still 
learning  to  tell  jokes  BETTER 
(cut  out  that  dumb  laughing, 
Mark)  from  the  master. 

The  great  men  of  comedy 
such  as  Bob  Hope,  Henny 
Youngman,  Jack  Benny,  and  all 
the  others  are  still  the  best 
teachers  and  the  next  time  you 
listen  to  them,  listen  for  the  quick 
set  up  of  setting,  the  almost 
instant  setting  of  character  and 
the  way  you  can  see  the  joke 
happening  in  your  mind  as  they 
tell  it.  For  that  instant  of  time 
they  make  you  believe,  and  the 
humour  flows  easily  and 
naturally.  But  never  be  satisfied 
with  merely  dissecting  their 
humour,  be  ready  to  appreciate 
it.  And  one  final  word, 
remember  that  anyone  can 
understand  a joke,  but  telling  it 
well  takes  a skill  - a skill  that  you 
can  develop  by  learning  from  the 
masters  and  getting  lots  of  prac- 
tice. 


Over  the  many  years  of  the 
Toike  Olke's  illustrious 
publishing  history,  there  have 
been  many  good  jokes 
presented,  (of  course  there  have 
been  many  poor  jokes  as  well, 
but  that  consideration  has  no 
place  here.)  However,  has  it 
ever  happened  that  you  try 
telling  some  of  these  jokes  and 
they  fall  flat  on  their  punch  lines? 
I’m  sure  (well,  within  a 95 
percent  confidence  interval)  that 
it  has  also  been  the  case  that  a 
perfectly  hilarious  incident 
degenerates  to  “Well,  you 
should  have  been  there!”  Why  is 
,it  that  some  people  can  tell  a 
good  joke  while  others  couldn’t 
get  a laugh  from  their  nearest 
relative? 

Approaching  these  questions 
scientifically,  like  most 
engineering  questions,  we  see 
that  the  quality  of  the  joke  may 
be  ruled  out  in  most  situations. 
Other  times,  your  audience  may 
not  get  the  joke  or  just  not  be 
ornery  enough  to  appreciate  any 
humour  (at  the  time) . We  at  the 
Toike  may  not  be  able  to  do 
much  in  the  way  of  publishing 
continually  excellent  jokes 
(because  they  don’t  get 
submitted)  or  about  the  people 
who  you  tell  your  jokes  to.  Your 
joke  telling  technique,  however, 
can  be  improved  with  a few 
general  guidelines. 


How  To  Tell  A Joike 


An  Essay 

There  is  more  to  telling  a joike 
than  merely  reading  it  from  you 
grimy  tattered  copy  of  this  filthy 
magazine.  I can  remember 
many  times  having  a friend 
break-up  next  to  me  in  lectures 

(it  was  my  breath)  on  Toike 
distribution  day.  Asking  him  to 
read  the  humourous  part  to  me, 
I would  get  a boring 
monotonous  delivery  of  a 
cleverly  constructed  joke.  The 
worst  part  was  not  that  the  joke 
was  not  funny,  but  that  it  was  a 
joke  that  I had  submitted!  How 
could  he  do  that  to  MY  joke??? 
My  God,  it  came  off  like 
chloroform  in  print!  He  put  me 
to  sleep  faster  than  the  lecturer. 
Since  I always  laugh  at  my  own 
jokes,  sometimes  because  no 
one  else  does,  the  audience  was 
no  problem.  Therefore,  it  was 

HIM.  So  for  all  you  aspiring 
joke  tellers,  here  are  several 
ideas  for  your  future  craft. 

A joke  is  really  a very  short 
story  or  micro-novel.  In  this 
way,  it  encompasses  many  of 
the  literary  elements  common  to 
all  verbal  and  written 
communication  forms.  Each 
joke  that  you  tell  has  a setting, 
character,  plot,  and  often  an 
atmosphere.  Disguised  usually, 
there  is  also  a theme  in  most 
jokes,  if  nothing  else  but  that  we 
are  all  human  and  prone  to 
error.  Since  most  jokes  are 


spoken,  they  can  also  be  thought 
of  as  the  dialogue  in  the  context 
of  your  reality.  With  this  view 
you  can  start  to  see  that  good 
jokes,  or  rather  well-delivered 
jokes  are  often  produced  when 
the  person  uses  some  of  the 
techniques  used  in  the  theatre 
(in  Drama). 

Many  people  can  tell  the 
difference  between  a good 
delivery  of  lines  and  a poor 
delivery,  but  they  don’t  realise  or 
don’t  appreciate  that  a 

good  delivery  hinges 

on  making  the  actions 
and  dialogue 

believable  and  natural 

to  the  speaker.  Since  the 
average  joke  teller  has  no 
costurmes,  backgrounds  or  other 
devices,  he  can  use  only  his 
voice  and  small  motions  for 
illustration. 

Voice  control  is  probably  the 

major  device  for  successful 
story-telling.  This  simple  idea 
unfortunately  groups  together 
many  effects  that  are  easy  to 
spot  but  difficult  to  master.  What 
I mean  by  voice  control  is  the 
pregnant  (oh  boy!)  pause, 
pacing  of  the  spoken  joke, 
characterization  of  the  people  in 
the  joke  (if  the  old  man  is  angry, 
speak  how  HE  is  supposed  to 
speak,  or  how  you  think  he 
should  speak). 

You  shouldn’t  have  to  fill  the 


room  with  shouts,  but  do  raise 
your  voice  with  emphasis.  Use 
slurred  speech  for  the  drunk, 
speak  softly  for  the  innocent 
maiden  and  pant  voraciously  for 
her  suiter.  However,  don’t  get 
carried  away  with  foreign 
accents.  If  you  can’t  do  a 
German  accent,  don’t!  Depend 
instead  on  his  style  of  speaking 
although  do  the  accents  where 
you  can  do  them. 

As  in  literature,  the  climax  is 
usually  the  highly  awaited  part  of 
the  work.  Afterward,  the  story 
ties  loose  ends  and  everyone  is 
happy.  With  a joke,  the  punch- 
line is  this  climax,  SO  DONT 
GOOF  IT  UP.  Needful  to  say,  if 
you  remember  a joke  except  for 
its  punch  line,  DONT  TELL  IT. 
(Do  you  hear  that  Steve?) 

Once  the  story  is  set,  character 
introduce,  plot  established, 
everyone  awaits  the  final 
ejaculation  of  humour  delivered 
smoothly  and  leanly  into  a 
condom.  After  all,  we  don’t 
want  little  jokes  running  around. 
However  you  look  at  it,  telling  a 
joke  is  similar  if  not  a surrogate 
for  sex.  (Is  that  why  I’m  such  a 
funny  guy?  Hmmm)  If  that 
hasn’t  turned  you  off  of  jokes, 
there  is  hope  yet.  Note  that  in 
the  last  few  bits,  humour  was 
introduced  suddenly  (Yes 
wiseguy,  that  WAS  humour) 
much  like  a well  delivered 
punch-likne. 

I’m  not  saying  that  you  should 
run  through  the  joke  just  to 
deliver  the  puch  line  quickly,  but 
that  humour  iks  generated  often 
through  an  element  of  surprise. 
Whenever  you  start  a joke, 
realise  that  your  victim  (that’s 
what  my  audiences  seem  to  call 
themselves;  I don’t  know  whay) 
doesn’t  know  what  the  punch- 
line will  be  about  or  where  it  will 
come  in,  or  even  where  it’s  going 
to  come  from! 

And  still  people  tell  jokes 
where  you  can  see  the  line 
coming  from  miles  away. 
Predictability  is  humour’s 
greatest  enemy  (except  for 
certain  people  in  EngCom)  and 
both  your  delivery  and  selection 
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Fellow  Engineering 
Scholars 


Letters  to 
the  Editor 

The  Toike  Oike  welcomes  all 
“Letters  to  the  Editor”.  Letters 
should  be  fewer  than  300  words, 
and  are  subject  to  editing  for 
brevity.  All  letters  must  be  signed, 
and  must  carry  an  address  and 
telephone  for  verification.  Names 
may  be  withheld  by  request.  Our 
mailing  address  is: 

The  Toike  Oike 
20  St.  George  St. 

Third  Floor 
Torpnto  M5S  2E4 
All  letters  not  published 
automatically  become  the 
property  of  The  Toike  Oike.  We 
regret  that  we  cannot  answer  each 
letter  individually,  but  a self- 
addressed  stamped  envelope  will 
at  least  ensure  the  return  of  a 
submitted  letter. 

I am  writing  to  you  with 
respect  to  the  latest  publication 
of  the  Engineering  Society.  The 
April  21,  1981  issue  of  the  Toike 
Oike  (“Ressun-ections”)  was  the 
most  disgusting  and  abhorrent 
pieces  of  material  that  the 
Society  has  ever  published.  The 
paper  seems  to  be  striving  to 
reach  the  depths  of  human 
degradation. 

1 am  particularly  disgusted 
with  the  paper  because  1 am  a 
graduate  student  in  Engineering, 
at  this  University.  The 
association  of  this  publication 
with  the  engineering  community 
creates  a false  image  of  our 
conduct.  The  image  of 
engineers  portrayed  by  the 
paper  is  not  typical  of  the  many 
hard-working,  decent-living 
engineers.  The  image  of  the 
University,  of  which  we  are  a 
part,  is  also  smeared  when 
publications  of  this  type  exist 
within  its  bounds. 

Disciplinary  action  should  be 
taken  against  the  students 
involved  with  this  publication. 
Arguments  forwarded  by  the 
editor  and  student  writers  that 
the  paper  is  meant  to  be 
humourous  and  is  not  to  be 
taken  seriously  show  how 
misguided  these  individuals  are. 
In  this  instance,  the  blasphemy, 
abuse  of  women,  and  the 
pornography  are  a serious 
violation  of  the  community’s 
moral  and  ethical  standards. 
This  violation  cannot  be  ignored. 

The  publication  of  the  Toike 
Oike  must  be  stopped 
permanently.  The  loss  of  this 
paper  will  be  a gain  to  the 
Engineering  community. 

Name  withheld  by  request. 


We  have  recently  seen,  with 
an  all  too  familiar  sense  of 
disgust,  the  first  issue  of  the  so- 
called  new  Toike,  (1981  April 
21,  “Ressurection”).  It  is  by  an 
reading  more  puerile  and  more 
degrading  to  all  those  who  are 
made  the  butt  of  its  crude 
humour  than  the  old  Toike.  We 
feel  that  such  a publication 
cannot  possibly  represent  the 
views  of  all,  or  even  a majority  of 
engineering  students.  We  hope 
that  action  will  be  taken  to  refuse 
further  funding  to  a paper  whose 
sole  achievement  would  seem  to 
be  to  have  spread  hatred  and 
ridicule.  We  request  the 
Engineering  Society  to  take 
every  effort  to  stop  the  Toike 
from  publishing  again. 

Abigail  Ann  Young 
Secretary,  CUEW  Local  2 
Graduate  Assistants’  Assn. 


Few  students  at  skule  realize 
that  they  have  among  them  the 
greatest  literary  mind  since 
Shakespeare.  Yes,  here  I am. 
Perhaps  years  from  now, 
graduates  of  the  class  of  8T5  will 
be  able  to  say  proudly-“’i  once 
shared  the  same  Applied 
Mechanics  class  with  him,  that 
genius  of  prose-that  legend  in 
his  own  time. ’’--and  other  such 
statements  that  will  have  grown 
men  on  their  knees  begging  for 
those  graduates  autographs,  not 
to  mention  hordes  of  buxom 
virgins  actually  assaulting  them 
at  every  opportunity.  There  is 
no  question.  My  comrades  in 
8T5  are  very  lucky  indded  that  I 
have  chosen  the  U of  T for  my 
schooling,  and  selected  them  to 
be  the  recipients  of  my 
magnanomous  friendship  and 
mental  prowess. 

As  I am  basically  a humble 
and  modest  person,  I would  not 
know  how  to  cope  with  the 
mobs  of  fanatics  that  would  seek 
and  pursue  me  in  hopes  of  a 
glimpse  of  my  Apollonian  body 
or  better  still,  in  hopes  of 
hearing  words  of  wisdom  from 
my  lips  that  would  rain  on  their 
ears  like  flowers  from  heaven. 
For  this  reason,  and  because  I 
believe  it  would  be  culturally 
upsetting  to  give  the  world’s 
major  religions  serious 
competition,  I am  going  to  keep 

my  identitiy  concealed. 
Samples  of  my  literary 
magnificence  may  appear  in  the 
future  under  my  chosen  pen- 
name:  C.A.  Bic. 

It  has  been  my  decision 
though,  that  I have  a moral 
responsibility  towards  this  world  I 
live  in  to  communicate  my 
powerful  insight  and  crystal 
understanding  to  those  humans 
most  worthy. 

This  is  why  I feel  obligated  to 
bestow  upon  the  toike  oike  (a 
publication  that,  although 
devoted  exclusively  to  humour, 
displays  only  the  most 
sophisticated  standards  and  a 
keen  sense  of  fine  literary 
quality)  the  honour  of  providing 
a vehicle  for  the  work  of  a writer 
of  such  inexplicably  incredible 
talent  and  imminent  world-wide 
reknown. 

It  is  with  some  reservation  that 
I give  up  to  you  this  first 
representative  piece  of  poetry. 
Attention  reader:  Contained 

within  the  few  words  that  follow 
is  an  intellectual  preceptivety 
that  could  be  far  too  powerful  for 
the  average  mind  to  grasp. 
Failure  to  safely  prepare  yourself 
for  the  onslaught  of  mental 
prowess  displayed  here  may 
result  in  dangerously  suicidal 
tendencies  due  to  the  realization 
of  your  own  vastly  inadequate 
intellect,  rather  than  the  desired 
effect-a  boosting  of  yhour  mind 
onto  a heightened  intellectual 
plane. 

I regret  that  I cannot  be  held 
responsible  for  loss  of  life  or 
brain  damage  that  may  occur  as 
an  indirect  or  direct  result  of 
reading  my  work.  Those  worthy 
will  be  enlightened  and  ever  after 
in  my  debt-gathering  in  violent 
throngs  to  pay  my  TTC  fare, 
grovelling  to  offer  their  very 
palms  outspread  when  I have  no 
kleenex  to  blow  into,  etc. 

Perhaps  some  background 
should  be  supplied  as  a 
preliminary.  Picture  pouring 
rain-downtown  Toronto-rush 
hour.  The  rain  is  a surprise 
ending  to  a sunny  afternoon. 


The  streetcar  is  slow  to  arrive  at 
the  stop  in  the  thick  traffic,  and  a 
crowd  of  would-be  TTC 
passengers  are  becoming  angrier 
and  wetter  as  they  wait.  Finally, 
streetcar  arrives  and  opens 
its  doors.  I am  at  the  head  of  the 
irritated,  soggy  throng  (as  1 
should  be)  as  I climb  the  rubber 
steps,  pay  my  far,  then  stop- 
stop  cold,  gripping  the  metal 
bars  on  either  side.  There  is  a 
crowd  of  screaming,  pushing 
insect-brains  assaulting  my  back 
in  ar.  effort  to  board,  but  their 
physical  comfort  is  subordinate 
to  my  revelation.  It  was  a flash 
of  insight  that  stopped  me  dead 
in  my  tracks  like  that,  and  I 
steeled  by  arms  to  block  all 
movement  from  behind  in  an 
effort  to  concentrate  on  that  one 
fleeting  abstraction.  The 
resulting  masterpiece  I have 
graciously  provided  here  before 
you.  It  is  entitled  “Alabaster  1”, 
in  memory  of  the  expulsion  of 
♦he  Moors  from  Spain. 

Alabaster  One 

Magnetic  snails  fall  to  infinity 

Festooning  the  lawn  mower’s 

paraboloidal  blades 

Can  McFinn  find  his  beans 

To  end  all  liturgy 

Heaven 

Optician 

Facetious  goggles  spin  spin  spin 
On  smelling  salts  do  1 
Finger 
In  nose 

Bingo  bingo  bingo  bingo  bingo 

Interior  infinities  of 

Space,  dark  space 

Time  on  rows,  rows  of  teeth 

filled  with  cavities 

Cavities 

Body  Odour 

Dancing  dancing  dancing 

Naked  in  Canadian  Tire 

Becoming  one-one 

With  mayonnaise,  frothing 

spewing 

The  future  is 

Distant 

Oblique 

Smelly 

I drown 

Bubble. . .bubble. . .bubble. . .in 
Sergi’s  blood 
As  a violin  swoons: 

Yabba... 

Dabba... 

Doo... 

Frank!  Thou  art  ruler  of  all 
Once  great  as  Ozymandias 
Stone  rock  granite  decay 
In  Xanadu,  did  Kubla  Khan 
A stately  Half  Lune  Moon 
decree 

Ukrainian  dwarves  masterbate 

merrily 

Vomit 

Vomit 

Vomit  all  time  space  black  white 

continuum 

Cycle  as 

Magnetic  snails  fall  to  infinity. . . 


There  once  was  a girl  who  was 
determined  to  marry  a virgin. 
She  didn’t  care  what  lengths  she 
would  have  to  go  to  find  such  a 
husband,  and  so  she  hired  a 
marriage  bureau  to  find  her  a 
man.  Sure  enough,  they  finally 
found  such  a man;  one  who 
would  admit  to  being  a virgin, 
and  he  was  from  Australia.  Well 
the  two  got  married. 

On  their  honey  moon,  the 
blushing  bride  went  into  her 
bathroom  a moment  before  the 
evening  would  begin.  When  she 
came  out,  all  the  furniture  was 
pushed  against  the  walls  and  into 
the  comers  of  the  room.  When 
asked  about  this,  the  Australian 
replied,  “Yah,  it’s  true  that  I’m  a 
virgin,  and  1 know  nothing  about 
women.  But  if  they’re  anything 
like  to  those  kangaroos,  we’re 
going  to  need  all  the  room  we 
can  get!” 

ON  BEING 
GAY 

Not  enough  people  in  this 
world  are  happy. 

Happiness  is  necessary  for 
fulfillment  in  life  yet  still  people 
trudge  through  life  with  scowls 
on  their  faces  and  kicking  small 
children  and  hamsters  out  of 
their  way.  Oh  miserable  souls! 

The  Toike  Oike  consulted 
Professor  Montague  Palmer- 
Chong,  PH.D.  in  Psychology  at 
Lakehead  University  in  Thunder 
Bay.  (Thunder  Bay  is  a big  city, 
you  know).  Professor  Palmer- 
Chong  stated  his  theory  on 
happiness  as  this:  “The 

fundamental  neuroses  that  can 
progagate  from  a distinct 
absense  from  any  jocular 
emissions  from  the  oral  orifice 
has  a detrimental  effect  on  the 
subconscious  ego,  ensconced  in 
the  lower  left  portion  of  the 
cerebellum.” 

We  asked  the  professor  to  put 
this  in  simpler  terms  for  the 
engineers. 

“The  poor,  dumb  slobs  don’t 
laugh  enough!” 

And  there  is  the  problem  in 
today's  world.  People  do  not 
laugh.  Homemakers  are  too 
busy  to  laugh.  Students  have 
too  much  on  their  minds  to 
laugh.  The  poor  workers  in  the 
factories  are  too  oppressed  to 
laugh. 

Yes,  that  is  the  crux  of  the 
problem,  isn’t  it.  The  bourgeois 
capitalists,  after  restricting  the 
fundamental  rights  of  workers  to 
sleep  on  the  job  and  curse  their 
foremen,  now  are  repressing 
laughter  when  they  see  it.  They 
are  underfunding  universities  to 
keep  the  proletariat  ignorant  and 
uninformed.  BUT  IT  WONT 
WORK.  THIS  GENERATION 
OF  SOCIALISTS  WILL 
EDUCATE  THE  MASSES  ON 
HOW  MISERABLE  THEY  ARE 
AND  THEY  WILL  RISE  IN 
REVOLT!  DEATH  TO 
CAPITALIST  FASCISTS! 
LONG  LIVE  THE  GLORIOUS 
REVOLUTION. 


Our 

Mistake 

Due  to  an  unfortunate  error, 
the  Hebrew-language  joike  in 
the  last  issue  of  Toike  was 
incorrectly  printed.  The  joike 
should  have  read  as  follows: 

Jan:  Wat  is  het  uerschil  tussen 
een  coruet  en  een  meisje  met 
bruin  haar? 

Frans:  Geen  idee.  Ik  ben  nooit  in 
een  coruet  geweest. 

We  apologize  for  any 
inconvenience  this  may  have 
caused. 

An  Article 

My  name  is  J.C.  I was 
requested  to  write  an  article  for 
Toike  Oike,  and  so  here  it  is.... 
The.  “The”  is  a definite  article. 
“A"  is  an  indefinite  article.  And 
that  is  how  I feel  about  THIS 
article.  But,  nevertheless,  I have 
an  intertesting  topic  to  discuss. 

The  topic  I want  to  discuss  in 
one  of  voluptuous,  buxom  girls 
with  blonde  hair  and  blue  eyes. 

NOW... Can  you  spot  the 
articles  in  the  above  sentence? 
Yes!  “THE"!  There  is  only  one 
article.  The  rest  of  the  sentence 
is  irrelevant,  but  it  certainly 
catches  your  attention.  For  this 
reason,  one  may  be  drawn 
towards  the  word  “buxom”  or 
“voluptuous”  as  the 
articles... although  it  is  possible 

to  write  an  article  on  any  of 
these  sexy  topics! 

But  this  article  is  on  articles 
and  so  1 intend  to  speak  on  this 
subject. 

Could  you  spot  the  articles  in 
the  above  sentence?  Yes!  There 
are  two  of  them:  “article”  and 
“articles”!  Now  if  you  love 
voluptuous,  gorgeous,  busom, 
long-legged  girls,  then  you  are  a 
normal  person  (if  you  are  male). 
However,  when  one  speaks  of 
girls,  one  thinks  immediately  of 
articles. 

What  is  the  connection 
between  girls  and  articles?  Well, 
this  article.  It’s  about  Girls!  I 
LOVE  ’em.  I want  MORE! 
HELP!  I need  'em!  I.... 

A Gnu  Meal 


On  Tuesday  night  I read  that 
they'd  be  serving  up  spaghetti. 

My  knees  began  to  tremble  and  I 
felt  my  palms  grow  sweatty. 

I heard  my  stomach  gurgle  as  the 
juices  started  flowing. 

And  knew  that  somewhere  deep 
inside  a great  revolt  was  growing. 

Oh,  woe!  I though,  Is  this  my  fate? 
They’ll  find  me  face  down  on  my 
plate 

Of  squirming,  sticky  pasta  strands 
I curse  the  wretched  SAGA  hand 
that  wrote  the  word  “Spaghetti” 

I bravely  took  my  tray  and 
squeezed  my  way  up  to  the 
server. 

I pleaded  that,  “There  must  be 
something  else.  Just  some  hors 
d'oeuvres or  ... !! 

She  rudely  cut  me  off  and  said, 
“Which  sauce  with  the  spaghetti?” 
And  as  she  spoke,  she  cruelly 
smiled  and  held  the  ladle  ready. 

My  face  went  green,  she  saw  me 
sway. 

I puked  into  a serving  tray. 

She  grabbed  some  chalk  while 
others  roared 

And  wrote  up  on  the  menu  board 
. . . “and  T urkey  Pot  Pie . ” 


-C.A.  Bic 

GC  Evicts  SAC 


Simcoe  Hall,  in  a startling  move 
this  week,  the  University  of 
Toronto  Governing  Council 
decided  to  evict  the  Students’ 
Administrative  Council  (SAC) 
from  the  spaces  previously 
allocated  to  them.  “They  (SAC) 
made  inefficient  use  of  time,  space 
and  money”,  stated  one 
Governing  Council 

representative,  citing  as  an 
example  a mid-summer  decision 


by  SAC  to  waste  $3,000.00  on 
the  production  six  one-to-three 
minute  SAC  propaganda  films. 
An  appeal  has  already  been 
launched,  but  Governing  Council 
has  stated  emphatically  that  it  will 
not  back  down. 

Plans  are  already  in  the  works 
to  convert  the  SAC  building  into 
an  observatory.  The  Engineering 
Society  is  preparing  a bid  for  the 
painting  and  renovation  of  the 
structures. 
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THE  ADVENTURES  OF 
HENRY  P.  GOMEZ  JR. 

Henry  P.  Gomez  did  not.  like  other  detectives,  have  noble 
ideals  when  young.  He  was  a snake  to  begin  with.  He  is  the  sort 
of  man  that  delights  in  divorce  cases,  or  for  that  matter,  anything 
else  scandalous.  He  particularly  enjoys  blackmail. 


Mr  Desi’s  Neighbourhood 


THE  CASE  OF  THE  EROTIC 
EXPOSURES 

I was  in  Swuare  One  the  other 
day  and  glancing  out  of  the  adult 
book  section  of  Grandma 
Clancy’s  Sexual  Aid  and  Adult 
Toy  Shop  when  I saw,  a shady, 
Spanish  character  slinking  down 
the  concourse. 

“The  game’s  afoot"  I cried, 
scaring  the  Hell  out  of  the  Baptist 
minister  beside  me.  The 
vibrations  caused  an  avalanche 
of  alluring  underwear. 
Disgorging  myself  from  the 
tangle  of  G-strings  I sallied  forth 
after  the  greasy  detective. 

“Could  it  be?”  1 gasped.  The 
disgusting  scum  was  in  a camera 
shop  receiving  the  developed 
film  of  John  Sewell,  Candidate 
in  Ward  6,  at  a homosexual  rally 
NOT  addressing  the  audience 
(Actually  most  of  them  seemed 
to  be  in  various  states  of  undress! 

And  former  Mayor  Sewell 
was... well... a... ah  skip  it.) 

“Is  it,  it’s  Henry  P.  Gomez, 
Jr.!”  I swooned.  Suddenly 
realizing  the  gravity  of  the 
situation  I lept  back  against  the 
wall.  After  apologizing  to  a 
rather  disturbed  old  lady,  I 
shadowed  the  slinking  figure  to 
the  parking  lot.  Under  the  Sign 
of  the  Turkey,  he  got  into  a 
brand  new  Cutlass  Supreme  (for 
1982.  It  has  rack  and  pinion 
steering,  bucket  seats,  AM  radio, 
room  for  five  adults  and 
wheels.)  1 was  taken  aback. 
Previous  to  this  I had  only  seen 
him  driving  a 1962  rusted-ou 
Volkswagen. 

1 had  once  heard  him  claim, 
"She  get  a hundred  miles  to  the 
gallon  and  if  the  fan  belt  breaks 
we  use  a pantyhose!” 

“Something  sinister  was 
underfoot”,  I decided.  I felt  a 
cold  shiver.  Suddenly  I realised 


my  fly  was  open.  1 hurried  off. 

Arriving  at  221B  Baker  Street, 

I climbed  the  seventeen  steps 
pensively,  trying  to  puzzle  out 
the  singular  string  of  events.  I 
opened  the  door,  crossed  the 
room  and  sat  down  in  the  wicker 
chair  by  the  fireplace.  Suddenly 
a woman  screamed. 

“What’s  wrong?”  I ejaculated. 

I quickly  grabbed  some  kleenex. 

“What  are  you  doing  in  my 
apartment.  Get  out!”  she  cried. 

“Sorry,  wrong  storey  (or  was 
that  story)’’,  1 mumbled.  DUring 
this  last  episode  it  had  become 
abundantly  clear  who  was 
paying  Henry  P.  Gomez,  Jr., 
fwho  was  trying  to  discredit 
Former  Mayor  John  Sewell, 
who  had  a vengeance  against 
the  homosexual  community  of 
Toronto  which  contained  fo 
many  ex-liberal  cabinet 
ministers.  I hurried  to  a pay 
telephone. 

I inserted  my  quarter  with  the 
Inylon  thread  attached  and 
dialled  a number  I had  learned 
long  ago. 

“Hello,”  said  the  masculine 
voice  on  the  other  end. 

“Give  me  your  boss,  quick!”  I 
commanded. 

“Right  away  sir”  she  said. 
Toronto  secretaries  are  SO 
efficient. 

“Better  dead  than  queer!”  said 
the  man’s  voice  that  clicked  on 
the  line. 

Using  a poor  imitation  of 
Senator  Joe  McCarthy’s  voice.  I 
spat  out,  “Are  you  now,  or  have 
you  ever  been  a member  of  the 
Communist  Party?" 

I could  feel  Claire  Hoy 
shuddering  on  the  other  end  of 
the  line. 

“Leave  Sewell  alone!”  I 
hissed.  I heard  him  nod.  The 
world  was  safe  for  queer  people 
aqain. 


BN  AD  ROAD  TRIP  TO  WATELOO 
Saturday,  24  October,  1981 
Varsity  Blues  vs.  Waterloo  Warriors 
Football  Game 
at  Seagram’s  Stadium 
See  Ella  or  the  Bnad  Bored 
For  Details 
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Hi  there  boys  and  girls.  How  are 
you  today?  Can  you  say 
hamster?  Come  on-sure  you 
can!  Now  today  we  are  going  to 
visit  my  home  town,  Oshawa. 
Are  you  ready?  Sure  you  are! 
Hey  kids,  do  you  remember 
Mike  the  Maniac?  Sure,  you  do! 
Do  you  know  what  he  did?  No, 
well  I’ll  tell  you.  Last  week 
when  he  was  cutting  his  lawn, 
the  mower  stopped,  so  he  went 
to  the  garage  to  get  some  gas.  In 
the  garage  beside  the  gas  can 
was  his  cat  Spunky.  (Can  you 
say  Spunky?  Sure  you  can! ( He 
called  Spunky  over  and  before 
the  cat  knew  what  was 
happening,  Mike  stuck  the 
nozzle  of  the  gas  can  into  the  cat. 

Gee  Whiz  boys  and  girls-isn’t 
that  cruel? 

Then  he  filled  the  cat  full  of 
gas.  The  cat  began  to  screech 
wildly.  Spunky  then  started  to 
claw  Mike  to  ribbons. 

Hey  boys  and  girls  that  serves 
Mike  right,  doesn’t  it?  Sure  it 
does.  (Can  you  say  hamster? 
Sure  you  can.  ( 

Then  the  cat  ran  around,  all 
over  the  lawn  and  the  road 
screaming  its  head  off.  Then, 
boys  and  girls,  the  cat  fell  over  in 
the  middle  of  the  road. 

Gee  whiz-poor  Spunky! 
What  was  that  boys  and  girls,  did 
you  ask  if  Spunky  died?  No  he 
didn’t,  he  just  ran  out  of  gas! 

In  the  park  at  Mr.  Desi’s 
Neighbourhood,  you  can  see 


three  little  kids  each  with  their 
own  frisbee.  Donna  had  a blue 
one,  Mary  had  a green  one,  and 
Scott  had  a red  one.  (Hey  boys 
and  girls,  do  you  have  a frisbee? 
Sure  you  do.)  These  kids  were 
having  contests  to  see  who  could 
keep  their  frisbee  up  in  the  air 
the  longest.  Donna  threw  her 
frisbee  up,  the  other  kids 
counted.  (Can  you  count-knew 
you  could) . It  stayed  up  for  four 
seconds.  Next  Scott  threw  his 
up  and  it  stayed  in  the  air  for 
seven  seconds.  Finally  Mary, 
threw  her  green  frisbee  up  in  the 
air.  They  counted  and  counted, 
but  it  never  came  down! 

Boy,  isn’t  that  funny  boys  and 
girls?  Sure  it  is. 

Do  you  know  Mike  the 
Maniac’s  cousin?  Sure  you  do, 
it’s  Lennie  the  loon.  He  isn’t 
smart  like  we  are-is  he  boys  and 
girls?  One  day,  he  tried  to  get  a 
job  at  the  hospital  in  the 
maternity  ward.  He  wanted  to 
put  wheels  under  miscarriages. 
Instead  he  was  hired  as  a 
hamster-sitter  (can  you  say 
hamster?  Sure  you  can).  He 
likes  sitting  on  the  hamsters. 

At  the  airport  in  Mr.  Desi’s 
neighbourhood,  Mrs.  Cheapie 
tried  to  sneak  her  parrot  on  the 
plane.  (Isn’t  she  naughty  boys 
and  girls?)  So,  buess  what  she 
did  boys  and  girls!  Mrs.  Cheapie 
hid  it  under  her  coat.  The  parrot 
kept  its  head  hid  as  she  sat  down 
in  her  seat.  But,  the  beep  over 
the  P.A.  startled  the  bird,  so  it 
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stuck  its  head  out. 
Unfortunately  the  stewardess 
saw  the  bird  and  told  the  woman 
the  parrot  would  have  to  go, 
Mrs.  Cheapie  didn’t  know  what 
to  do.  The  stewardess  told  her 
to  put  it  out  the  window  and  it 
would  follow  the  plane  to 
Florida.  Desperately  Mrs. 
Cheapie  did  just  that. 

Then,  Mr.  Hamster  (Can  you 
say  hamaster?)  cam  aboard 
smoking  a cigar.  (Do  you  smoke 
boys  and  girld-sure  you  do!) 
Right  away  the  stewardess  went 
up  to  him  and  told  him  no 
smoking  was  allowed  on  the 
plane.  He  apologised  and  said 
he  would  dispose  of  it.  Since 
there  were  no  ashtrays,  he  threw 
it  out  the  window.  Then  the 
plane  took  off. 

High  in  the  air,  (Have  you 
ever  been  high  Boys  and  Girls? 
Sure  you  have!)  The  copilot 
checked  around  in  the  air. 
“Sorry  Gee,”  he  said,  he  told  the 
pilot  to  check. 

Guess  what  he  saw-go  on- 
sure  you  can.  Come  on  boys 
and  girls,  guess.  Did  you  guess 
that  he  saw  the  parrot  smoking  a 
cigar?  Did  ya?  Hey-sure  you 
did!  Well  he  didn’t!  See  that.  He 
saw  a parrot  with  a green  frisbee 
in  his  mouth! 

Well  boys  and  girls,  that  is  all 
until  next  week  from  Mr.  Desi’s 
neighbourhood.  Bye  now  boys 
and  girls.  (Can  you  say 
hamster?  Sure  you  can,  try. 
Knew  you  could!) 


Eleanor  Rugby 

Ahh,  look  at  all  the  obese  people, 
Ahh,  look  at  all  the  obese  people. 
Eleanor  Rugby,  eating  non-stop, 
in  a room, 

till  she  bursts  through  the  door. 
She’ll  have  some  more. 

Waits  at  the  window,  for  the 

delivery  truck, 
with  more  foood  from  the  store. 
Who  is  it  for? 

All  the  obese  people,  how  do  they 
eat  so  much? 

All  the  obese  people,  they  don’t 

care  fucking  much! 
Fatter  McKenzie,  slurping  his  way 
through  the  Skule 
with  a carton  of  beer. 
Everyone  hears. 

Look  at  him  eating,  foolish  flrosh 
who  cross  his  path 
will  soon  disappear. 
No  one  comes  near. 

All  the  obese  people, 

they  can’t  pass  up  a feast. 
All  the  obese  people, 

size  42  at  least 
Ahh,  look  at  all  the  obese  people. 
Ahh,  look  at  all  the  obese  people. 
Eleanor  Rugby,  died  while 

slobbering  down  a truckload 
of  pears. 

Nobody  cares. 

Fatter  McKenzie,  wiping  the 

grease  from  his  hands 
as  he  walks  from  the  grave 
Some  fat  was  saved. 

All  the  obese  people, 

how  do  they  eat  so  much? 
All  the  obese  people , 

Jhey  don’t  care  fucking  much! 


Copyright  1978.  1965  by  Anonymous  Poets  Inc. 
Pol  Pending  In  Albuquerque  and  Borneo 


A JOIKE 


How  do  you  titillate  an  ocelot? 
Oscillate  its  tit-a-lot! 


UofT 

BLOOD  DONOR  CLINIC 
Medical  Sciences  Building 
Monday,  Oct.  19  - Friday,  Oct.  23 
10:00  AM  - 4:00  PM 
Thursday,  Oct.  22 
10:00  AM  - 6:00  PM 

In  Competition  For  The  Gel  out  the[e  and 

could  be  mine.  give  a pint  fer  the 

MANULIFE  CUP.  boys 


Nancy  Travers  was  severely  burned 
last  winter.  She  needed  plasma,  a 
blood  component. 

She  got  that  plasma 

BECAUSE  PEOPLE 
GAVE  BLOOD 

friends  for  life  X 

The  Canadian  Red  Cross  Society 


1981  October  22 


TOIKE  OEKE 


7 


Wen-Do:TTie  Art  of  Gentle  Persuasion 


Wen-Do,  a method  of  self- 
defence  created  for  women,  has 
come  into  prominence  once 
again.  This  lesser  known  of  the 
marital  arts  (yes,  that’s  marital) 
places  emphasis  on  speed  and 
agility  rather  than  size  and 
strength.  Although  prevention  is 
almost  the  only  defensive 
measure  advocated  by  Canadian 
rape-crisis  centres,  some 
alternative  measures  of  the  gentle 
art  of  Wen-Do  are  described 
herewith . 


Photo  1:  The  basic  kick  to  the 
groin  is  the  best  tactic.  One  must 
lift  the  kneww  (to  better  track  the 
target)  then  deliver  the  payload 
straight  and  hard.  Once  this  is 
executed,  the  best  a man  can  do 
is  writhe  on  the  concrete  floor, 
shouting  obscenities  like,  “I’m 
to  tell  my  SAC  rep  on 


Raunchy 

Rodent 


GERBIL  ON  A STICK 
-Take  one  plump  gerbil,  secure 
on  a little  wooden  tongue 
depressor  and  dip  in  normal  fish 
batter. 

-Deep  fry  until  crispy. 

-Great  for  outdoor  family  picnics 
or  on-the-go-snacks. 

HAMSTER  POT  PIE 
-Skin  and  remove  the  tails  from 
24  hamsters  (save  the  furs  and 
tails  as  they  can  be  sewn 
together  to  make  famous  Ralph's 
Rodent  Running  Shoes) . 

-Boil  the  varmints  for  2 hours  in 
water  and  your  favourite  herbs 
-Add  appropriate  veggies  (forget 
about  Miryawn)  and  flour  to 
make  a nice  gravy 
-Place  in  a pie  crust  and  bake  for 
48  hours. 

-Great  for  when  the  gang  comes 
over  to  watch  football 

GERBIL  SPREAD 

-Pop  a dozen  gerbil  into  a multi- 

spped  blender  with  2 cups 

mayonnaise,  1 cup  diced  c elery 

-Blend  for  5 minutes  at  “Rodent” 

speed 

-This  makes  a tasty  spread;  great 
for  andwiches  for  the  kids  at 
lunch,  or  for  the  gals  on 
Wednesday  night  bridge 


photo  2:  Your  hands  become 
deadly  weapons  when  two 
fingers  are  formed  in  a ‘V’.  You 
can  strike  at  the  Adan’s  apple  or 
Adam’s  eyes  (whichever  is  more 
convenient) . A male  should 
notinterpret  such  actions  as  a 
two-fingered  “peace”  gesture. 
On  the  other  hand,  if  you're  into 
S&M,  this  could  possibly  be 


Photo  3:  Those  without  fingers 
(or  with  weak  ones)  can  use 
metal  keys  instead.  If  attacked, 
then  punching  out  your 
assailant’s  eyes  or  Adam’s  apple 
would  certainly  earn  him  a short 
stay  in  an  Emergency  ward,  or 
possibly  a longer  one  in  the 
loving  care  of  friendly 
administrators  and  dedicated 
volunteers  at  the  CNIB. 


It 

Photo  4:  Should  anyone  so 

much  as  hold  a chair  for  you, 
your  elbow  could  be  your  best 
weapon.  Swing  it  into  the  solar 
plexus,  groin,  or  if  you  can  reach 
sufficiently  high,  the  Adam’s 
apple  or  eyes.  This  will  knowck 
the  wind  out  of  his  lungs  and 
possibly  the  dinner  out  of  his 
stomach.  The  worst  a man  can 
do  here  is  puke  on  your  dry- 
clean-only  party  dress. 

Rhonda’s 

Recipes 

HAMSTER  CUTLET 
-Deep  fry  some  tender  breaded 
hamster  thighs  in  a lot  of  grease 
-Great  for  feeding  500  or  more 
(Soon  to  be  introduced  by 
Saga  foods) 

DO-IT-YOURSELF  RODENT 
BUFFET 

-Skin  and  deep-freeze  an  elegant 
selection  of  your  friends 
favourite  Rodent 
-Obtain  “trendy”  vermin  from 
the  chic  Bay-Bloor  area. 
Especially  good  are  hamster, 
gerbil,  guinea  pig,  and  imported 
prairie  dog. 

-Using  the  K-tel  rodent  band- 
saw, slice  into  thin  cold  cuts  and 
serve  on  a platter  with  bread, 
pickles,  and  assorted  veggie 
sticks 

-Great  for  unexpected  weekend 
guests. 


For  more  tasty  Rodent  delights, 
Write  To: 

Ontario  Rodent  Marketing 
Board 

P.O.  Box  1867 
Chatsworth,  Ontario 
NOH  1G0 


Photo  5:  When  dancing,  should 
your  partner  insist  upon  leading, 
a heavy  stomp  on  the  top  of  his 
foot  will  quickly  discourage  him. 
This  is  especially  effective  if 
you’re  wearing  spike-heeled 
shoes  (or  your  mother’s  army 
boots).  If  necessary,  follow 
through  with  a knee  to  the  balls. 


Photo  6:  Mistle  toe  during  the 
festive  season  may  bring 
unwanted  advances.  A simple 
but  effective  diversionary  tactic  is 
to  raise  you  arms  as  though  to 
worship  Ms.  Christ,  and  proceed 
to  sing  praises  unto  Her.  When 
he  has-  become  sufficiently 
distracted,  distance  yourself 
accordingly  and  send  y our 
missile-toe  right  for  the  balls 
(repeatedly  if  necessary  and/or 
desired ) 


Photo  8:  In  the  event  that  he 
embrace  you  lovingly  in  his 
arms,  drive  the  back  of  your 
head  into  his  face.  Well 
executed,  this  manoeuvre 
should  succeed  in  bloodying  his 
nose,  splitting  his  lip,  and 
shattering  his  teeth. 

If  you  can,  follow  through  by 
donning  your  brass  kneukles  and 
c racking  his  nuts.  As  he  squirms 
helplessly  on  the  ground,  you 
might  wish  to  take  this 
opportunity  to  comb  the  tooth 
fragments  out  of  your  hair. 
Should  he  show  signs  of 
recovery,  grab  him  by  the  groin 
and  drag  him  a good  distance 
across  the  ground. 

Now  produce  your  handgun 
and  entertain  yourself  by  picking 
off  various  appendages.  At  this 
point,  signal  the  awaiting 
armoured  tanks  and  radio  for 
appropriate  air  cover.  Transmit 
your  co-ordinaies  to  your 
remote  surface-to-groin  missile 
installation  and  vacate  the 
immediate  area,  satisfied  that 
he’s  learned  his  lesson. 

You’ve  come  a long  way. 
baby. 

Photographs  by  David  Allen,  Chatelaine  magazine, 
October  1981 

AJOIKE 

A parishioner  met  his  priest 
after  the  Sunday  morning  mass 
and  asked  him  what  caused 
Arthritis. 

“Arthritis!"  exclaimed  the  priest, 
“why,  drinking,  running  around 
with  women,  keeping  late  hours! 
Why  do  you  ask?’* 

“No  reason,  Father,"  the  man 
answered,  “it  just  says  here  in  the 
paper  that  the  Pope  has  Arthritis." 


Photo  7:  If  you  feel  like  a few 
kicks,  but  he  is  out  of  leg’s  reach, 
then  invite  him  to  fasten  you 
clasp.  You  can  further  goad 
him,  using  lines  such  as  “Come 
on,  touch  it",  and  “Feel  the 
velvet”.  When  he’s  set  himself 
up  properly,  perform  a girl-guide 
style  salute,  thereby  exposing 
your  armpit.  The  pungent 
fumes  billowing  into  his  face  will 
induce  severe  nausea,  leaving 
his  nuts  easy  prey  to  the 
advancing  toe  of  your  curare- 
tipped,  steel-reinforced  boot. 
But  beware”:  a man  may 

counter  the  excruciating  pain  by 
lapsing  into  a coma,  and  possibly 
may  keep  your  pendant  as  well. 


call  lor 
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Are  You  A Moron  ? 


Are  you  really  the  Moron  they 
think  you  are? 

If  you  are  presently  experiencing 
difficulty,  proceed  no  further. 

You  are  a genius,  STOP  HERE 

1.  When  was  the  last  time  that 
you  had  coffee  with  god? 

A.  Yesterday 

B.  Last  week 

C.  Only  once  or  twice  in  your 
career 

D.  You  weren’t  in  when  he 
cam  (but  you  got  his  message) 
Which  of  the  following  is  the  most 
appealing  you  you? 

A.  “Who  wants  gum?” 

B.  “Gee  your  hair  smells 
terrific.” 

C.  “Manly  yes,  but  1 like  it  too.” 
C.  “Have  you  ever  been  to 

sea?” 

3.  Is  there  a sexual  aid  device  on 
your  coffee  table? 

Yes  or  No. 

4.  What  is  your  favourite  reading 
material? 

A.  Page  3 of  The  Sun. 

B.  Any  other  page  of  The  Sun.- 

C.  The  Varsity,  Newspaper, 
Anus  Harold,  etc. 

D.  Gregory  Tours  History  of 
the  Franks. 

E.  Washroom  Walls. 

5.  One  of  the  major  concepts 
which  brought  about  the  Industrial 
Revolution  was: 

A.  Capitalism. 

B.  Freudian  Scetology 

C.  Colt.  45 

D.  Manow  Contests 

6.  In  1892,  Peru  was  subjected 
to: 

A.  The  bubonic  plague 

B.  an  overwhelming  urge 

C.  temporary  insanity 

D.  a guano  shortage. 

7.  Which  of  the  following  do  you 
hold  in  highest  esteem? 

A.  Angus  McTaugh 

B.  Joe  Clark 

C.  BebeRebozzo 

D.  George  Hislop 


10.  It  is  great  fun  to: 

A.  discuss  grocery  prices  with 
your  mother 

B.  order  pizzas  to  other  peoples 
houses 

C.  Study  complex  tensor 
variable  equation 

D.  Pick  your  nose 

E.  Watch  your  dinner  rot  on 
your  plate. 


8.  Which  of  the  following  do  you 
hold  in  highest  esteem? 

A.  Ronald  McDonald 

B.  Burger  King 

C.  Edith  Prickly 

D.  Mr.  Rogers  (in  the  25th 
century) 

9.  Which  of  the  following  is  not  a 
traditional  Penetary  dish. 

A.  Strawberries  and  dill  pickles 

B.  Truffles  and  platypus 

C.  methyl  ethyl  ketone 

D.  Yonge  Street  on  toast 


Scoring 

1.  AO  BO  CO  DO  You  lose! 

2.  A0B1C0D2 

3.  Yes  0 No  2 

4.  AO  BO  CO  DIO  E0 

5.  A2B1C0D1 

6.  A0B3C0D7 

7.  A1B0C0D5 

8.  AO  BO  Cl  D2 

9.  AO  B2  CO  DO 

10.  AO  B1  Cl  D1  (at  least  you’re 
honest) 

Results  below  3 

Well  what  need  be  said  perhaps 
you  IQ  is  less  than  your  shoe  size. 
The  armed  forces  is  looking  for 
you. 

3-8 

Your  IQ  is  still  less  than  your  shoe 
size  but  you  have  large  feet. 
Donate  your  body  to  science 

9 and  above 

You  likely  cheated  but  if  you 
didn’t  then  maybe  your  IQ  is 
bigger  than  your  shoe  size.  You 
are  obviously  an  eccentric,  smell 
bad  and  have  a belly-button  lint 
collection. 


Poet’s  Corner 

YOU  ARE  A BIG  MAC 
AMONG  WOMEN 

In  thine  eyes  I drink  my  fill, 

They  twinkle  like  the  open  buns, 
of  an  Egg  McMuffin . 

Your  parted  lips  beckon  me 

onwards 

Like  the  torride  inside, 

Of  a cherry  turnover. 


My  lips  brush  the  twin  patties, 

Of  your  cheecks  which  glisten, 
With  their  own  special  sauce. 

My  thoughts  turn  to  you  and 

your  cookies 

And  1 have  to  get  some  milk, 
Because  I’m  thirsty. 

1 sigh,  contented, 

In  the  knowledge, 
that  you  are  mine. 


A Paid  Public  Anouncement  by  the 
University  of  Toronto  Commerce  Department 

SUBJUGATE  THE  MASSES! 
ENROLL  IN  COMMERCE  TODAY 

Yes,  you  too  can  have  an  exciting  career  in  busines. 
There  are  many  positions  in  today  s top 
corporations,  such  as: 

Union  Busting 
Sexual  Harrassment 
Immigrant  Exploitation 
and  the  ever  popular. . . 

Management  Scab! 

...plus  many,  many  more! 

So  throw  away  that  socialist  schlock  and  that 
humanitarian  mumbo-jumbo  and  get  where  the 
bucks  are: 

Commerce  at  UofT 


A TREE 

It’s  hard  to  be  a city  tree, 

All  the  dogs  piss  on  me. 

They  come  and  go  as  they  please, 
They  leave  me  presents  like  their 
fleas. 

It  will  rain,  day  in,  day  out, 

And  then  of  course,  there  is  a 

drought 

I drown,  I die,  I shrivel,  1 shrink, 
And  when  the  dogs  are  through, 

I stink. 

It’s  hard  to  be  a city  tree. 


LOTOPOST 

Michael  Warren,  the  new  chief 
of  Canada  Post  (formerly 
commissioner  of  the  TTC)  has 
eased  himself  noisily  into  his  new 
position.  Now  that  most  people 
know  that  he  intends  to  raise  the 
postal  rate  to  30C  for  a local 
letter,  comments  and  letters 
have  flooded  the  Toike  Oike 
office. 

“Now  that  Warren  is  the  Post 
Office  boss,”  said  one  letter, 

“does  this  mean  we  won’t  get 
any  mail  for  three  days  and  then 
we’ll  have  three  mailmen  come, 
like  the  streetcars,  all  at  once.” 

“As  a change,”  Wrote  in 
another,  ’’why  not  stage  rotating 

fifteen  minute  work  session  in  , 

post  offices  all  over  the  country?  According  to  close  friends  and 
Then  they  could  threaten  to  presidential  aids,  the  peppery  wit 

have  12  month  maternity  leaves  that  U.S.  President  Ronald 

with  time  and  a half  thrown  in  for  Reagan  displayed  while 
labour  ” recuperating  from  his  gunshot 

“30C  postage?!!?  Why  I can  wound  has  been  a lifelong  trait 
remember  when  postage  was  that  started  in  early  childhood, 
three  cents!  Of  course,  if  you  The  first  sparkling  example  of 
think  about  it,  it  still  is.  The  other  his  biting  wit  was  back  m grammar 
27b  are  for  storage,"  reported  a school  when  a corpulent  frtend  of 
tkjrcj  his  collapsed  after  riding 

“I'm  glad  to  see  that  Canada  bicycle  up  a steep  hill  on  a 
Post  has  become  a crown  day-  Mr,  Reagan  commented, 
corporation,"  said  one  irate  "Serves  the  sucker  right;  he 
caller,  "does  that  mean  we  get  to  wouldn  t let  me  cheat  off  hrm 
“crown”  Warren?  Personally,  I’d  during  the  spelling  test  . 
love  to  get  a Warren’s  piece.”  Twenty  years  later,  Reagan 
A novel  idea  was  presented  in  visited  a relative  in  hospital.  He 
a senior  civil  servant’s  plug  for  Pfsed  a badly  mutilated  patient 
LOTOPOST.  For  30C,  you’re  who  ha<*  fallen  25  metres  down  a 
lauqhinq  grain  e'evator  and  landed  head 

first  on  a protective  steel  bar  which 
penetrated  his  brain,  leaving  him 
an  incurable  vegetable.  Mr. 
A young  officer  had  just  been  Reagan  wrote  a note  and  put  it  in 
inducted  into  the  French  foreign  the  man’s  flaccid  hand.  It  read:  “I 
legion  and  the  base  commandant  hope  you  are  a Republican  so 
was  showing  him  around  the  you’ll  vote  for  the  candidate  I 
base.  would  have  voted  for  if  my  cortex 

“...here  is  the  Mess  Hall,  over  were  not  so  badly  damaged  that  I 
there  is  the  Officer’s  Quarters...”  couldn’t  get  out  of  bed  and  walk  to 
he  was  saying  until  he  got  to  this  the  polls  myself.” 
rather  large  camel.  “And  this,”  Once,  while  driving  his  date  to  a 
said  the  Commander,”  is  the  school  dance,  Mr.  Reagan 
camel  we  use  for  sexual  accidently  ran  over  a dachshund 
purposes,”  as  if  there  were  that  darted  under  the  wheels  of  his 
nothing  unusual  about  it.  The  Nash.  Several  young  children  and 
young  recruit  was  revolted,  but  their  mother  ran  onto  the  street, 
maintained  his  calm.  horrified  and  hysterical.  The  dog 

As  the  weeks  passed,  the  recruit  had  been  a beloved  family  weiner 
began  to  feel  the  absence  of 


The  Reagen  Wit 


his 

hot 


A JOIKE 


for  years.  As  the  smallest  girl 
gingerly  pried  the  lifeless, 
compacted  carcass  from  beneath 
Reagan’s  tire,  Ronnie  clasped  the 
animal’s  head,  wiggled  it’s  jaw  and 
ventriloquized  the  words,  “I’d 
rather  be  playing  in  the  back 
yard.” 

During  his  term  as  governor  of 
California,  Reagan  frequently 
toured  veteran’s  hospitals.  On  one 
memorable  occasion  he  stopped 
at  the  bed  of  a burned  sailor  who 
had  had  95%  of  his  skin  seared 
off  by  a flaming  ball  of  jet  fuel  that 
engulfed  him  after  a Sikorsky 
helicopter  collided  with  a rack  of 
fully  armed  nuclear  warheads  on 
the  deck  of  the  U.S.S.  Enterprise, 
“So  much  for  the  belief  that 
Russians  produce  better 
helicopters  than  us,”  Reagan 
quipped. 

When  Nancy  was  about  to  give 
birth  to  Ron  Jr.,  she  began  to 
tremble  violently  and  smash  her 
arms  against  the  side  rails  of  her 
bed,  Ron  curled  the  corners  of  his 
mouth  into  a boyish  grin  and  said 
to  the  doctor,  “I  hope  that  baby  is 
Republican,  or  born  dead  if  he’s 
not.” 

Finally,  shortly  after  Betty  Ford 
underwent  surgery  for  the 
removal  of  a cancerous  breast, 
her  husband  Gerry,  received  a 
handwritten  note  from  Ron: 
“Don’t  worry,  she’s  still  got  two 
boobs,  afterall,  she’s  married  to 
you.” 


women  more  and  more  keenly, 
and  one  night  decided  to  use  the 
camel.  In  the  dead  of  night  he 
stacked  several  large  boxes  on  top 
of  each  other,  raised  the  camel’s 
tail,  dropped  his  pants,  and  ready 
to  nail  the  beast  he  heard  peals  of 
laughter  as  all  the  men  on  base 
pointed  and  howled. 
Embarassed,  he  ran  to  the 
commandant’s  office  and 
shouted,  “I  thought  you  told  me 
that  that  was  the  camel  used  for 
sex!” 

“Yes,”  answered  the  grinning 
officer,  “we  use  it  to  go  to  the 
whorehouse  at  the  next  oasis.” 

A JOIKE 

Giovanni:  I’ve  found  a great  use 
for  The  Varshitty,  I use  it  to  line 
my  bird  cage. 

Emran:  Doesn’t  it  bother  you  to 
see  all  that  shit  on  the  page? 
Giovanni:  Yeah,  but  the  bird 
droppings  cover  it  up! 


A Paid  Public  Announcement  by  the 
Ontario  Federation  of  Labour 

OVERTHROW  THE  BOURGEOISE 
START  A REVOLUTION! 

Y es,  you  too  can  have  an  exciting  career  in  Labour. 
There  are  many  positions  available  in  today’s  top 
Unions,  such  as: 

Slogan  Yelling  Fanatic 
placard  Carrier 
professional  Picketer 
and  the  ever  popular. . . 
Dennis  McDermott 
...plus  many,  many  more. 

So  throw  away  that  socialist  schlock  and  that 
humanitarian  mumbo-jumbo  and  get  where  the 
REAL  bucks  are  as  a UWON  PRESIDENT 

LABOUR  in  Britain  Canada 


